ACT III                    THE    UNKNOWN                          ' *

JOHN: [Much disturbed.} That's an awful thought to have
put Into my head, Sylvia. I should never forgive
myself if. . . .

SYLVIA: If you'd believed as we believe, he would have been
supported, as It were, by all our faith. It would have
made that terrible passage from this life to the life to
come a little less terrible. You've failed him just when he
needed you.

JOHN: [Indignantly.} Oh, Sylvia, how can you say anything
so heartless?

SYLVIA: {Coldly} It's true.

JOHN: Heaven knows, I know that death isn't easy. You
can't think I'd be so inhuman as to do anything to make
It more difficult?

SYLVIA: Except mortify your pride.

JOHN: [Impatiently} What has pride got to do with it?

SYLVIA: There was pride in every word you said. Are you
sure it's not pride of Intellect that's responsible for your
change of heart?

JOHN: [Icily} Perhaps. How do you suggest I should
mortify It?

SYLVIA: Well, you see, you can confess your error.

JOHN: I don't think It's an error.

SYLVIA: At least you can undo some of the harm you've
done. Do you know what Is chiefly tormenting your
father? Your refusal to receive the Holy Communion,
He keeps talking about it to your mother. He keeps
harping on It. He's dreadfully distressed about it. If you
received the Communion, John, it would give your
father peace.

JOHN: Sylvia, how can I?

SYLVIA: All your life your father has done everything in tlx
world for you. Nothing's been too good for you. You
owe him all your happiness, everything you are and hope
to be. Can't you do this one little thing for him?